INTRODUCTION

THE TREASURE OF THE MAGI

Then entered in those Wisemen three
Full reverently on bended knee,
And offered there in his presence
Their gold and myrrh and frankincense.

Noel! Noel! Noel! Noel!

Born is the King of Israel.

Old Carol

0 Thou Wise Lord, who when Thy world was young
Didst pierce the grim night of the eastern sky
With gladsome rays of truth and purity,

Forgive the error of the venturous song

That strives to hymn Thy bounty.   May my tongue
Tell of Thy Seer, and how against the Lie
Pure thoughts, pure words, pure actions' victory

Rang from his herald trumpet loud and long:

So from the blaze wherein Thy glories dwell
Once more athwart the sunless gloom a star
Shall flash its guiding message, and from far

The Sage of Iran answer to the spell,

And speed with trophies of a faith long dim
To find his Lord and bow the knee to Him.

J. H. M.

NINETEEN hundred years ago, according to a story that
is lovingly repeated all over the world every Christmastide,
a company of Eastern priests found the goal of a long journey
in the Holy City, Far away in Media, it may be, as they
watched the skies for tokens of the future which they believed
to be written therein, they had seen a star their practised eyes
discerned to be new. It was the Angel of some Great One
newly bom. In visions of the night it was expounded to
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